Educated by Leõn, Isabella
Intertext 
Volume 28 Issue 1 Article 20 
5-1-2020 
Educated 
Isabella Leõn 
Follow this and additional works at: https://surface.syr.edu/intertext 
 Part of the Fiction Commons, and the Nonfiction Commons 
Recommended Citation 
Leõn, Isabella (2020) "Educated," Intertext: Vol. 28 : Iss. 1 , Article 20. 
Available at: https://surface.syr.edu/intertext/vol28/iss1/20 
This Article is brought to you for free and open access by SURFACE. It has been accepted for inclusion in Intertext 
by an authorized editor of SURFACE. For more information, please contact surface@syr.edu. 
Educated
Isabella Leõn
Her hands were softly scented with lavender, and her red nail polish was chipped, although she had made an appointment to get that fixed in the morning. Her day started at noon and ended when men stopped buying her 
drinks. Although her parents revered her as she crawled towards a business degree, 
she had never known the meaning of work. 
Her hands were kept pristine all her life, but they were lovely and clean only be-
cause the ones that had come before them were rough and calloused. Her father 
had a scar that ran along his palm—a relic from his novice days with the sharp end 
of a curved harvesting knife—and her mother’s arthritis-ridden hands curled unnatu-
rally as they searched for relief.
Her parents had never known the technique she had learned from long nights at 
the beer pong table, the way her wrists flicked and her friends chanted. They would 
be glad to know their 60 grand in tuition was being put to good use.
When she reluctantly came home for vacations, she would try to refer to courses 
like Intro to Psych to impress them with her newfound wisdom. She gestured heav-
ily to her immigrant parents as she explained to them the joys of a college experi-
ence they’d never had and the “independence” they were paying for. All the while, 
her father rubbed his scar.
She had grown used to the tired eyes of her mother and watched as she master-
fully ground up peppers in the molcajete. The mesmerizing way the chilies became 
dust was overlooked as a mundane occurrence in her household. She was used to 
ignoring the family traditions and her mother’s silent cries for help, heard only in 
the way she winced in pain while grinding.
In conversation, she threw around the word “exhaustion,” but her manicured 
hands gave her away. Her parents had clawed their way out of a life of poverty so 
they could make sure there would never be dirt under her fingernails, and every-
one knew it but her.La
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